ATHENIAN SPRING

The journey to Greece, lasting many weeks, was the only
one of its kind that I have made alone ; and however lovely
a companionship in travel can be, there are times when one
needs no man or woman, day or night. In a writer's life
strangers can suffice, if he has time for them and patience
with them and enough thoughts to occupy his own mind.
He need never talk to them, but only sit as in a Marseilles
cafe to watch the Arabs, sailors, merchants and the rest go
by. Personal silence and solitude are good in themselves;
and where can they not be enjoyed ? I would never wish
to travel with a man or woman capable of being bored
when alone or restless in silent company. After all, the
ever-visible spectacle is a drama and not a senseless confusion
of movement, fact and object. To lean on a bridge and
watch the loading of a barge, as much as to sit awaiting
the rise of a curtain, can form the mirror and pattern of
the mind.
On the way south I stayed a while in Paris to see what the
Cartel of little theatres was doing ; and found it, as always
in the inter-War years, the main thing of dramatic con-
sequence. The French were far ahead of us in two respects :
they had talented directors in control of a group of small
stages, and they had playwrights who understood where the
director could help them and in what degree their own,
independent inspiration could serve the theatre. A great
part of this co-operation and understanding was a legacy
from the time of Copeau and the Vieux-Colombier. It was
true that Copeau himself had retired into the provinces to
form artists and devise pkys in his own way; and he would
not entirely have approved the eventual careers of Gaston
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